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Full of Ghosts 


Author's Notes: 
Another in the million and one stories | seem to have written about Dave's broken leg. Even though the 


Wembley shows were cancelled, something_did happen on those nights at a venue right across the street from 


the stadium. It was so close that you could stand in the shadow of Wembley's famous arch and almost hear 
the roar of the crowd. To the knowledge of the people who were there, no one of note turned up. However, no 


one knows who could have been watching from the shadows.. 


White tiling covered what had once been a football pitch. Pieces of black staging were still piled on it, waiting to 
be put together like the giant puzzle it was. 


It would never happen. 
The stadium's iconic arch swung high above him. It would have been loaded with fireworks. 


That would never happen. 


Above that, the sky was beginning to darken. The day had been warm, the sun blessing London with her 


presence. 


Slumped in the electric wheelchair, Dave looked at the empty stadium. A few floodlights provided the light, 
making the venue feel like a morgue than a sporting and concert venue. Eighty thousand people should have 
been there on that balmy June night. Eighty thousand people should have been singing with him. The following 
night, another eighty thousand people would have filed in and done exactly the same thing. One hundred and 
sixty thousand people would have sung, danced, and laughed with him. 


Yet he'd had to take it all away from them. 


Despite the staff that lingered around, the monstrous venue still felt eerily empty so much so that it made 
his stomach tighten and his head swim. Whether it was from the medication he was taking or the sense of 
wilderness that the stadium was bringing, Dave felt ill. 


Yet, amid it all, the wide open space didn't feel empty. It was as though the spirit of every person who should 
have been there was standing alongside him. He could feel the love they were giving off. Could hear their 
Voices, as soft as snow, whispering quiet words of encouragement. Could feel their hands holding him up as he 


tried to heal his broken body and spirit. 
Its full of ghosts. 


He'd been ordered to stay in bed but he couldn't do it. He'd wanted to be at the stadium. Had, in some way, 
wanted to pay his respects to those who had spent the past several months preparing for a party, only to 
have it snatched away in the blink of an eye. He knew that people were hurting and heartbroken because he'd 
read their stories online. Yet all of them had finished their story with the same basic message. 


We love you and we don't hate you for this Please get well 

The tears he'd cried had been enough to fill a river. Yet he hadn't cried for himself. He'd cried for each person 
who'd had to let go of the show they'd waited several months to see. His heart, he knew, would never fully 
heal for the decision he'd had to make. Yet everyone, other than himself it seemed, knew that it was a decision 
he'd had to make. Deep down, Dave knew that no one hated him for it. It had been a stroke of sheer bad luck 
that had sent the biggest party of their lives spiralling down the drain 


A chill settled over him and Dave turned his eyes to the sky. Clouds were beginning to form and the air grew 
heavier. A slight breeze picked up and, on it, Dave heard something that made his heart beat a little faster. 


Give me the flammable life.. 
"What the-?" 


Switching on the chair, Dave turned and followed the sound. It came and went on the breeze, a snippet of a 


song or a quick whisper of lyrics. 
lm cold as a match. 


He rolled through the concourse, the quiet hum of the chair echoing from the concrete walls. Still he could 


hear music and not just a single voice but multiple voices. 


Ready to strike.. 
So here | go.. 


The rubber wheels squeaked loudly across the floor as Dave made a tight turn and headed for a door. With a 
soft sound, the doors opened and he found himself on a balcony high above the road below. The music had 
become a little louder, the voices a little more prominent. They were singing in unison, a song he'd written 


becoming a battle cry. 


Bid farewell to yesterday.. 
Say goodbye Im on my way.. 


Dave frowned and looked around himself. The buildings that surrounded the stadium were typical of the area, 
warehouses, shops that had closed many hours before, empty parking lots, storage units. And there, on the 
corner, with lights blazing and noise pumping from the open door, was a run down little club. It wouldn't have 
looked out of place in the back streets of Chicago or New York and was just the kind of place he would have 
loved to have visited. 


Except he couldn't. Not tonight. 


| threw it all away because.. 


| had to be what never was.. 
"What the-?" he softly repeated. 
"Party," someone said. "To celebrate you." 


A man stepped from the shadows and came to stand beside him. He had his hands stuffed in his pockets and 


his shoulders were rounded. 
"Seriously?" Dave asked. 


"Seriously. They refused to give up. Most of ‘em already had hotels here in London Some of ‘em flew in from 


around the world. They weren't gonna let this go to waste." 


He was stunned and, for a moment, Dave found that his voice was gone. He stared at the building, his heart 


warming for those inside. 


Fuck it all, | came from nothing! 
"How many?" he quietly asked. 
"Few hundred." 


As he watched, the door of the building opened and someone stepped out. For a brief second, the music flared 
and the joyous celebration of life that was happening inside escaped into the night. The person looked around 
themselves before they lifted a cigarette to their lips. Their eyes roamed over the large building before them 
and, from his vantage point in the shadows, he saw them smile before they softly began to sing. The breeze 


carried their voice to him and, not the first time that week, Dave felt his heart break. 


lm something.. 


From nothing. 


